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To tell the truth, anger at his powerlessness had deprived
him of his wits. Perhaps he hoped that in one of the
movements which the guariba would make in passing from
branch to branch the case might escape him, perhaps he
thought that if he continued to worry the monkey he might
throw it at his head. But no ! the monkey did not part
with the case, and, holding it with one hand, he had still
three left with which to move.

Torres, in despair, was just about to abandon the chase

for good, and to return towards the Amazon, when he

heard the sound of voices.. Yes ! the sound of human voices.

These were speaking at about twenty paces to the right

of him,

The first care of Torres was to hide himself in a dense
thicket, Like a prudent man, he did not wish to show
himself without at least knowing with whom he might have
to deal. Panting, puzzled, his ears on the stretch, he
waited, when suddenly the sharp report of a gun rang
through the woods.

A cry followed, and the monkey, mortally wounded,
fell heavily on the ground) still holding Torres' case.
" By Jove ! " he muttered, " that bullet came at the right

And then, without fearing to be seen, he came out of
the thicket, and two young gentlemen appeared from under
the trees,